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the rear, with the intention of going to the roof, if possible,
to get a view of the fighting in front and below. We soon dis-
covered this would be out of the question.
A British major in command of soldiers on the roof—and
a very excitable British major he was—ordered us from the
hotel on the ground that there was not enough food in the
place to begin to feed the mouths already there. We assured
him we had no desire to eat his food but would like to get a
view of Saint Stephen's Green. The major was adamant, how-
ever. He informed us that he was in command and that the
only thing he desired of us was that we should "get the hell
out of there." This we did after a few minutes of futile
argument.
We went, naturally, the way we came, threading our way
through the back streets and alleys toward the North Wall
quay. We were shot at occasionally but, thanks to the bad
marksmanship of the revolutionists, we were never in any
serious danger of being hit.
Evidence was unmistakable that everywhere the people of
Dublin, caught unawares in the throes of the rebellion, were
suffering terribly from fright and hunger. As we traversed
the tenement section in Common Street, hunger-pinched faces
of men and women and children looked out at us from door-
ways, and men with furtive eyes watched us from upper-
story windows. Our civilian garb gave us a certain immunity
from danger. Without doubt a British uniform would have
meant a murderous fire from those upper windows*
The people had been shut indoors for five days without
food or a chance to get any, and most of them were destitute*
At one point during our observation, my companion and I
took refuge in a doorway when a concealed republican
opened fire with some show of accuracy. Just inside the house

